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A thing for shame to spit on ; for what love

Hath a slave left to love with ? or the heart         1050

Base-born and bound in bondage fast to fear,

What should it do to love thee ? what hath he,

The man that hath no country ? Gods nor men

Have such to friend, yoked beast-like to base life,

Vile, fruitless, grovelling at the foot of death,

Landless and kinless thralls of no man's blood,

Unchilded and unmothered, abject limbs

That breed things abject; but who loves on earth

Not friend, wife, husband, father, mother, child,

Nor loves his own life for his own land's sake,      1060

But only this thing most, more this than all,

He loves all well and well of all is loved,

And this love lives for ever.   See now, friends,

My countrymen, my brothers, with what heart

I give you this that of your hands again

The Gods require for Athens; as I give

So give ye to them what their hearts would have

Who shall give back things better; yea, and these

I take for me to witness, all these Gods,

Were their great will more grievous than it is,     1070

Not one but three, for this one thin-spun thread